FRANCIS IN LONDON
SPRING 1821

FROM the window of his little lodging off St.
James' Street Francis could see a pale green
sky floating between the clouds of two smoking
chimneys, a curricle waiting outside the bow-
window of Ashton's, the hosier's, and a very elegant
dandy picking his way through the puddles as
though his life depended on the dryness of his
boots. Both before and behind him spouts>
charged with the rain that the flat roofs had
collected, were pouring out their floods. He
had navigated one. Now he paused before
the other as though collecting all his resources.
Soon the lamps on the little elevated posts that
dotted the street would be lighted. The sun
was almost set. One star, freshly washed, so
bright it was, by the recent rain, hovered in
the green sky. So agreeable was the spring
air that Francis had his window open. He
could hear the rattle of the carriage-wheels on
the cobbles of St. James', could smell the damp
and soot and sea-coal and the cooking that
was going on in Mrs. Morland's room down-
stairs.
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